MEMOIRS  OF  MY  DEAD  LIFE

three years without seeing the Elysee," and she
looked round- as an angel might look upon Paradise
out of which she is about to he driven. " The trees
are beautiful," she said, " they're like a fairy tale,"
and that is exactly what they were like, rising into
the summer darkness, unnaturally green above the
electric lights. In the middle of a circle of white
globes the orchestra played upon an estrade, and
every one whirled his partner as if she were a top.
" I always sit over there under the trees in the angle,"
she said; and she was about to invite me to come and
sit with her when her attention was distracted from
me; for the people had drawn together into groups,
and I heard everybody whispering: "That's Marie
Pellegrin." Seeing her coming, her waiter with
much ostentation began to draw aside tables and
chairs, and in a few minutes she was sitting under
her tree, she and La Glue together, their friends
about them, Marie distributing absinthe, brandy, and
cigarettes. A little procession suddenly formed un-
der the trees and came towards her, and Marie was
presented with a great basket of flowers, and all her
company with bouquets; and a little cheer went up
from different parts of the bal, " Vive Marie Pelle-
grin, la reine de PElysee."

The music began again, the people rushed to see
a quadrille where two women, with ease, were kick-
ing off men's hats; and while watching them I heard
that a special display of fireworks had been arranged
in Marie's honour, the news having got about that
this was her last night at the Elysee. A swishing

sound was heard; the rocket rose to its height high

gon^ and mid;
